An Apology
Pardon pray pardon, 0 my feathered friends !
0 gentle creatures (more human than man
Who kills his own as well as other kinds.
Who others' blood drinks and his pleasure finds-)
0 pardon me-a man-if so you can
My tale of cruelty is one that never ends.
i walked under the trees and waked you up
From your happy slumberous and golden
dream,
My cruel feet fell on the rustling leaves
And as a ship its way in ocean cleaves/
So did the noise break through the wind
and scream
On your ears and you alas! atonce have flown.
Perchance you were a young and happy gentle
pair
Singing the music of love in each other's ears
In whispered breaths and shy in-complete words,
1 know not your language 0 birds,
But I can read your a fry hearts and their fears,
Their hopes, their joys, their loves, and their
despair,
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